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Welcome Wagon 


Author's Notes: 

Yet another installment for the \'So You Want a Little Piece of the Air Raid Siren?\ series. I've always wanted 
a sort of introductory as to how Bruce and Kirk met my Wanderlust fic, so this one\'s for blackhart and 
laxbbb. Read € Review please! And enjoy! 


Bruce bit his lip as he entered the club, his soon to be workplace. There were people milling about, mostly the 
other strippers and dancers that were on the bill for tonight. He was told to come here around eight, but 
other than that no further instructions were given to him by the rapidly talking man that owned the place. He 
shyly walked over to the bar, nicking one of the bottles of beer from one of the ice buckets that were 
conveniently available down the length of the bar surface, probably to give noobs like him the confidence that 


he was going to need later. 


He didn't sit there alone for too long, taking the occasional sip from the bottle when someone slid on the stool 


next to him, snagging a bottle from the ice bucket himself. 

Startled, Bruce turned to see brown depths that nearly mirrored his own. The man was an amazing sight to 
behold; long, dark curls dancing along his bare, caramel shoulders, his face had a delicate build to it, almost 
feminine, but the dusting of facial hair above his upper and bottom lip as well as on his chin spoke otherwise. 


He had slender build, but something told Bruce he wasn't as weak as he seemed, that was encased in a silk 


vest, circulation cutting leather pants, and black boots. 


The man let out an endearing laugh, and he realized he got caught starting. Bruce's lip found its way back 


between his teeth as he quickly averted his gaze back to his bottle. 
The guy stuck out his hand. "Hi, I'm Kirk Hammett” 


His face slightly flushed, he took the hand and the strong grip proved his previous suspicions, he wasn't one to 
be taken advantage of so lightly. "Bruce Dickinson 


Dimples formed as Kirk gave him a full on smile. "So you're the new guy? You look even better than I'd heard. 


He couldn't help the blush that stained his cheeks, this was so unusual for him..and people were talking about 
him? "Yeah, | am, and uh.thanks?" 


There was that laugh again. "| hope you aren't this nervous when it comes to show time. It takes a lot out of 


the routine when you're second guessing yourself. Performance anxiety and such." 


‘| just have to get used to the environment | guess. l-l don't know what to expect and everyone seems so open 


| can't help but feel nervous." 


"Don't worry, you just need something to relax you. Keep your mind off of performing for the first time until 
the actual moment gets there." 


Bruce snorted, casting his eyes to the stage, the pole bolted in its center glaring ominously at him. "Fat chance 


of being distracted by anything else." He blew out a deep breath. 


And nearly jumped off of the stool when he felt a hand caressing his thigh. He turned his attention back to 
Kirk. 


"| don't mind offering my assistance." The friendly smile had eased into a more suggestive one. 
Bruce could feel his cock start to stir. "l-I don't know...” 
"Come on, you can't honestly tell me you haven't had your fair share of one-nighters, | don't know of many 


who can resist that face," Kirk swiftly took in his form, "and that body. And I'm sure that you wouldn't look 


for a job here if you didn't bat for your own team." His tone wasn't unfriendly or accusing, it was more 


teasing than anything. "And we don't have to leave the club; there's showers in the dressing rooms and there's 


VIP rooms if you're looking to be a bit more comfortable." 


The hand was now on his crotch, kneading his ever-hardening member. "| guess l'm not used to people being 
this direct with me. I'm usually the one that has to initiate something." 


Dark brows rose, "So | have to break you in then? Even better." 


Bruce chuckled, he was taking a liking to this bloke already; the hand on his prick probably had a lot to do with 
it. "No need to." 


Kirk climbed off the stool and tilted his head expectantly. "So shall | lead the way then? We don't have much 


time before this place becomes packed." 


Bruce emptied his bottle in three short gulps before motioning him to lead away, the sight of Kirk's arse 
swaying in the tight leather making Bruce feel no type of regret for his decision as he trailed behind. 


NNNNNNNN NNN 


They fell onto the bed as their lips clashed for dominance. Kirk was on top, fumbling with the buttons on 
Bruce's jeans, his shirt somewhere near the door where it was torn off. Bruce did his best to unbutton Kirk's 
vest, but the other man was proving to be a huge distraction He shoved him back before taking each side in 
each hand, the buttons flying as he ripped the material, the remnants of the vest being casted aside. 


Bruce then used his greater bulk to push Kirk to the side, immediately covering his body with his own. He took 
a moment to rid himself of his socks and trainers before helping Kirk peel off his leather pants. The skin on 
skin contact felt divine as he climbed back over Kirk, both men gasping as their members slid together. 
"Lube-" Kirk panted through their urgent kisses. "Is..in.the drawer." 

They broke apart for air, Bruce using the time to open the drawer, his eyes widening at the vast array of 
handcuffs, blindfolds, and the like. He decided that questions were better asked when his cock wasn't throbbing 
for attention and dug inside the kinky pile until he came up with strawberry scented lube. 

"Top or bottom?" 

Bruce raised a brow and cocked his head to the side. 

"Fine. But just so you know, if you haven't already you might want to get used to receiving. The boss gives you 
two weeks to learn everything, and after that you're on VIP duty like the rest of us. | don't mind helping you 
out with that either." Kirk wiggled his brows, smirking. 


Bruce gave him a curt nod and drizzled the substance onto his fingers, Kirk splaying his legs out to give Bruce 


better access to his hole. "No need to be too gentle, this is nowhere close to my first time, plus we're a little 


short on time here. 


Bruce pressed his middle finger inside of him, Kirk gasping as he reached the knuckle. He quickly stretched his 
passage to accommodate him, adding a second finger and then a third, Kirk writhing under the assault of the 


digits. 
"Hurry, hurry." Kirk panted, they didn't have much time left before the patrons started to arrive. 


Bruce retrieved the tube once more, coating his straining member with the contents before tossing it to the 
side, his hand slicking the thick liquid up and down to cover his whole shaft. Kirk lifted his legs to press his 
calves on Bruce's broad shoulders as Bruce shuffled up to him on his knees. Using his hand to better guide 
himself to Kirk's entrance, he pressed forward. 


They moaned simultaneously, Bruce's eyes shutting and Kirk throwing his head back as the head slipped 
through the tight ring, slowly followed by the rest of the shaft. As he waited for Kirk to adjust, Bruce leaned 
down, nearly folding him in half, and captured his lips in a searing kiss. Kirk gripped his upper arms and thrust 
his hips up as best he as could, Bruce taking the hint and pulling back, only to push his hips forward again. 


There was no time to spend in exploration, or to be tender; Kirk eased his legs from Bruce's shoulders to 
tighten them around his waist, urging him to pick up the pace. Bruce happily obliged and Kirk let out a howl as 
his prostate was brushed roughly; Bruce altered his angle to where he hit the spot dead on with each thrust. 
It didn't take long, it wasn't supposed to really, it was just a quickie before their shift began. Kirk arched up 
into Bruce and let out a wail, his cock spurting in its trap between their two stomachs, the contractions of his 


arse milking Bruce for all he was worth, his cry echoing off the walls of the VIP room. 


They collapsed on the bed in a sweaty, trembling heap, their breaths harsh as they tried to regain their 


composure. 
They remained that way for a while until Kirk's brows drew southward, his eyes widening as he vaguely caught 
the ever rising sound of people milling into the club. "Shit, | guess it's time for us to go get cleaned up and 
ready before Ulrich bitches us out" 

"Yeah." 

"And Bruce?" 


"Mm?" 


A grin spread over Kirk's face. "| dont mind being of service when you need it, especially after this. Oh, and 


welcome to the Wanderlust" 


Bruce let out a breathless laugh. 


NUNN NNNN NNNNA NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNNNA 


A/N: This is completely centered around Bruce but you get to pick the next rocker you want him to be with, 
and l'Il choose a random one from the comments section. So leave your hopefuls/suggestions in your reviews 


please. 


